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dwelt the stuff that saints are made of. He was
moved by deep and tender pity for the suffering
and oppressed. That he loved his fellows is
proved by his lifelong work for them. But
he was more at peace with skies and sea and
mountains around him than among the works
and the voices of men. He loved to sit on the
Terrace at Richmond, looking over the Thames,
and listening, on spring evenings, for a nightingale
in some thicket on the hill. He often escaped
from the House of Commons into one of the parks.
In Kensington Gardens he never tired of the
Dutch Garden or the gulls of the Round Pond.
In the Welsh mining valleys, even on " a
thunderous evening with the hills draped in
gloom/9 it jarred on his feelings to see the virgin
beauty of nature outraged by ugly pit-heaps
which were left after the mineral wealth had been
exhausted. His eye was enchanted and his
mind set dreaming by Wemyss Bay in the sun-
shine, with " its gleaming waters, its wailing
sea-birds, the hills backed by the West Highlands,
the veined rocks of Arran in their afternoon
robe of royal purple, the fleeting play of light
and shadow on the hillsides " - though he could
not help cc frequently cursing it all," because
" thousands of pain-stricken poor, tossing and
moaning in the midst of dirt and noise, on hot
beds in cheerless homes, harassed by thoughts of
debt and hurried off to work ere they are half
well,9* could not be with him " to have their
pain soothed and their racked bodies and wearied